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Smoke  to  Your  Throat’s  Content 


OF  RICH,  RIPE-BODIED  TOBACCO 


oo 


Many  smokers  have  chosen  Lucky  Strikes  simply  because 
they  taste  better.  Then  as  the  days  go  by  they  sense  that 
Luckies  make  smoother  going  for  their  throats— that  they 
are  a Light  Smoke.  Certain  acids  and  other  heavy,  harsh 
irritants  naturally  present  in  all  tobacco  are  removed 
by  the  famous  process  — It’s  Toasted.  Only  Luckies 
are  Toasted.”  Smoke  Luckies  to  your  throat’s  content. 
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THE  format  of  a magazine  is  what  the  magazine 
looks  like.  This  year  the  Review  has  adopted  a 
more  modern  and  elegant  format,  as  a bold 
challenge  to  its  more  moneyed  competitors,  Col- 
lier’s, Esquire,  and  the  New  Yorker.  The  pages  are 
set  in  three-column  eight-point  instead  of  two-col- 
umn ten-point.  Isn’t  that  nice?  The  advantage  is 
that  with  a narrower  column  the  eye  has  to  make 
less  lateral  movement  as  it  works  down  the  page. 
A roving  eye  is  an  all  right  thing,  but  you  want  to 
give  it  a rest  once  in  a while. 

* * * 

We  spent  two  months  of  the  summer  in  Europe, 
crossing  the  ocean  on  a tanker-sized  tub  of  the  Hol- 
land-America  Line.  Ocean  life  is  crammed  with 
sports  (you  can't  stand  at  the  rail  and  contemplate 
the  magnitude  of  the  Atlantic  for  ten  days  without 
getting  bored  or  even  worse)  and  everyone  takes 
his  shuffleboard,  or  deck  tennis,  or  ping  pong  pretty 
seriously.  We  played  ping  pong  one  damp  and 
clammy  morning  with  a quiet,  methodical  young 
player,  a crew-cut  hair,  keen  blue  eyes,  and  a good 
American  face.  He  was  dressed  with  convincing  col- 
legiate care.  Neither  of  us  said  a word  as  we  played. 
Ping,  pong,  ping,  pong,  ping,  ping,  pong.  Our  op- 
ponent stopped  after  one  particularly  desultory 
rally.  “Pahdon  me,”  he  said,  “do  you  go  to  Hah- 
vahd?’’  We  said  no.  “Well,  I do,’’  he  said.  The 
game  started  again.  Ping  . . . pong  . . . ping  . . . 
pong.  . . 

* ¥ ¥ 

Travel  notes:  English  freight  cars  are  marked  in 
large  letters,  “DO  NOT  DROP.  Tips  in  France 
are  invariably  ten  percent,  no  matter  how  small. 
After  a five-cent  drink  you  tip  the  bartender  half 
a cent.  The  hardest  thing  to  get  in  England  is  a cold 
drink.  “Iced  drinks’  are  served  at  room  tempera- 
ture. Only  the  wealthiest  of  Swiss  people  can  afford 
Swiss  cheese.  And  Swiss  milk  chocolate  runs  a dol- 
lar and  a quarter  per  pound.  Beer  Shandy  is  the 
staple  drink  of  British  athletes.  It’s  half  beer  and  half 
lemon  soda. 

¥ ¥ ¥ 

The  picture  of  every  outstanding  senior  is  not  on 
pages  twelve  and  thirteen.  The  men  arbitrarily  chos- 
en by  the  Review  board  are  leaders  in  activities  open 
to  freshmen.  The  president  of  Tau  Beta  Pi,  for  in- 
stance, was  not  included  because  the  honorary  en- 
gineering society  is  a long  way  off  from  first  year 
men.  It’s  a good  thing  to  know  the  big  fish  of  Le- 
high’s little  pond;  every  once  in  a while  you  can 
pick  up  some  good  advice.  But  be  a bit  subtle  when 
you  strike  up  a friendship  — say  you  read  about 
them  in  the  Lehigh  Review. 
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Used  Textbooks  Sold  at 
20%  to  55%  discount 
from  list  prices 

COMPLETE  LINES  OF  SCHOOL,  BUSINESS 
AND  DRAWING  EQUIPMENT 

Slide  Rules  from  $1.25  up 

Personal  Stationery,  Bridge  Items, 
Dictionaries,  Bibles 

Owned  and  Manager  by  a Lehigh  Man 

H.  A.  (Mickey)  SEWARD,  '30 

Standard 

Stationery  Supply 

333  South  New  Street 
Bethlehem,  Pa. 

2714  . Telephone  . 2714 


King  Coal  Co. 

WE  SELL 

The  Best  Coal  Mined 

PHONE  2000 


C.  A.  DORNEY 
FURNITURE  CO. 

FURNITURE 
FLOOR  COVERINGS 
DRAPERIES 

Allentown,  Pa. 


Why  Study? 

The  more  we  study,  the  more  we  know. 
The  more  we  know,  the  more  we  forget. 
The  more  we  forget,  the  less  we  know. 
The  less  we  know,  the  less  we  forget. 
The  less  we  forget,  the  more  we  know. 
So  why  study? 

- — Penn  Punch  Bowl 


Wolf!  Wolf! 

The  Palo  Alto  police  are  an  out- 
standing group  of  intelligent,  wide- 
awake defenders  of  the  peace.  For 
instance,  there  was  the  time  that  a 
Palo  Alto  theatre  installed  a burglar 
alarm  in  the  box  office.  In  case  of  rob- 
bery, all  the  girl  selling  tickets  had  to 
do  was  to  press  a pedal  sunk  in  the 
floor  behind  her  foot.  This  rang  a bell 
rigged  up  in  police  headquarters. 

About  two  days  after  the  burglar 
alarm  had  been  installed,  a gunman 
poked  a pistol  through  the  window  of 
the  box  office  and,  in  usual  gunman 
fashion,  demanded  the  cash  therein. 
The  girl,  before  handing  over  the 
money,  presed  her  foot  on  the  pedal. 
At  this  point,  however,  the  phone  be- 
gan to  ring,  and  as  the  girl  reached 
over  to  answer  it  the  man  grabbed 
the  phone  himself  and  lifted  the  re- 
ceiver. 

“This  is  the  Palo  Alto  Police  De- 
partment,” the  irate  voice  at  the  other 
end  of  the  wire  said.  “Say,  do  you 
know  you’ve  got  your  foot  on  the  ped- 
al that  rings  the  alarm  over  here?” 

— Stanford  Chaparral 


Captain,  oar  slip  is  showing! 


C.  S.  Walter 


Florist 

Flowers  for  All  Occasions 

Hotel  Bethlehem  Flower  Shop 
Discontinued 

Due  to  change  in  hotel  management 
our  lease  could  not  be  renewed.  Your 
orders  will  be  given  the  same  care- 
ful attention  if  you  call  or  telephone 
the  Greenhouse, 

1817  SENECA  STREET 

PHONE  17 


Crystal 

Restaurant 

Good  Food  at 
Reasonable  Prices 

SPECIAL  STUDENT 
MEAL  TICKETS 

$5.50  for  $5.00 
3.30  for  3.00 

22  WEST  FOURTH 
Phone  9307 
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STEINWAY,  CHICKERING, 
KIMBALL 

and  Other  Famous  Pianos 
King  Band  Instruments 
Furniture,  Lamps,  etc. 
RADIOS 

Goodenougli’s 

The  scene  is  a dress  rehearsal  of 
“Noah’s  Ark.”  Hundreds  of  people 
and  animals  are  running  about.  But 
above  all  the  confusion  can  be  heard 
the  shrieks  of  the  electrician:  “What 
lights  shall  I use?  What  lights  shall 
I use?”  And  the  heavens  open  and  a 
voice  comes  to  him.  “The  flood  lights, 
you  sap.” 

— Annapolis  Log 

Phone  2236 

Austin  Electric 

W.  S.  AUSTIN,  Prop. 

We  Carry  Everything 
Electrical 

451  Main  Street 

• 

REPAIRING 

Next  to  Hotel  Bethlehem 

Mother:  Son,  I don’t  want  to  see 
you  going  around  with  that  wild  girl 
any  more. 

Son:  Aw,  heck,  maw,  she  ain’t  wild — 
Anybody  can  pet  her. 

- — Utah  Humbug 

Special  Prices  on  Desk  Lamps 
Serving  Fraternities  Since  1918 

Walbert  and 

218  West  Third 

Hill-to-Hill  Bridge 

Burlingame 

6 

That  Would  Help 

Plumbing,  Heating  and 
Repairing 

Phone  914  or  5856 

Editor — Say,  this  story  can’t  be 
printed.  It  says  here  that  the  heroine 
was  nude. 

Author — That’s  all  right.  I cover  her 
with  remorse  in  the  next  paragraph. 

— Ohio  Sun  Dial 

THE  STAR  BARBER 

OF  FOURTH  STREET 

(Opposite  Post  Office) 

• 

Hafner 

Instructor — What  is  the  feminine  of 
bachelor? 

Student — Er-r— lady-in-waiting. 

— Illinois  Siren 

• 

• 

Meat  Company 

Phone  1869 
SPECIAL  RATES  TO 

Joe  (reading  death  statistics):  Say 
Phil,  do  you  know  that  every  time  I 
breathe  a man  dies? 

Phil — Then  why  don’t  you  use  a 
mouth  wash? 

- — Ohio  Sundial 

Compliments 

of 

FRATERNITIES 

Five  Points 

• 

Angry  Wife — Very  well,  now  I have 
a Frigidaire  — see  what  you  can  do 
about  a mechanical  stenographer. 

— Rice  Owl 

• 

The  Fritch 
Coal  Company 

Fruit  Market 

The  Villain  Hrs. 

Phone  3621 

A man  was  once  caught  by  his  Mrs. 
To  the  maidservant  giving  some  Krs. 
On  perceiving  his  plight. 

He  suggested  in  fright: 

What  a most  inconvient  mess  Thrs. 

— Exchange 

@ 
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Disc  Data 

VICTOR  presents  this  month  a 
tasty  double  platter,  dished  up 
by  the  best  of  American  swing 
chefs  — Tommy  Dorsey  and  Benny 
Goodman.  Although  it’s  often  impos- 
sible to  tell  the  difference  between 
them  except  during  brief  clarinet  or 
trombone  solos,  this  release  offers  eacn 
outfit  not  only  at  its  best  but  in  widely 
differing  and  representative  styles 
Tommy,  on  his  side,  has  a sizzling  ver- 
sion of  That’s  a Plenty  that’s  an  al- 
most academic  model  of  perfect  swing. 
It’s  like  a great  big  jam  session  with 
first  Tommy  hitting  a hot  lick  with 
his  trombone  and  giving  way,  in  turn, 
to  a clarinet  and  bass,  a trumpet,  a sax, 
and  finally  there’s  one  big  happy  fam- 
ily all  going  to  town  together.  Good- 
man. on  his  part,  gives  There’s  a Small 
Hotel  the  best  treatment  it's  ever  re- 
ceived. His  band  and  vocalist  Helen 
Ward  go  through  their  paces  in  the 
very  best  of  their  highly  approved 
style.  But  that  “highly  approved  style,” 
good  as  it  is,  is  the  very  reason  why  the 
palms  should  go  to  Tom  Dorsey,  4 he 
prime  requisite  of  hot  jazz  is  the  ap- 


ALWAYS  FIRST 

With  the 

LATEST  HITS! 

• 

VICTOR 

DECCA 

BRUNSWICK 

• 

Out  Where  the  Blue  Begins 
Organ  Grinder’s  Swing 

John  Coburn— Victor  25396 

Moon  Glow 
Dinah 

Benny  Goodman— Victor  25308 

Pick  Yourself  Up 
Down  South  Meeting 

Benny  Goodman— Victor  25387 

There’s  a Small  Hotel 
That’s  A Plenty 

Tommy  Dorsey— Victor  25363 
Knock,  Knock,  Who’s  There 
You  Don’t  Love  Right 

Hal  Kemp  Orchestra— Bruns.  7720 

LATEST  SHEET  MUSIC  TOO! 

PHILLIPS 

Music  Store 

24  East  Third  Street 


• by  Bill  Gottlieb 

pearances  of  spontaneous  expression  on 
the  part  of  the  musicians.  Tommy 
gains  this  effect  as  well  as  any  white 
orchestra;  but  Benny  has  acquired  a 
commercial,  patented  “swing”  that 
gives  most  his  recordings  an  undesir- 
able similarity.  He  has  a mould,  in  his 
own  way,  just  as  certainly  as  Lombar- 
do has.  Not  that  he  still  doesn’t  rate 
with  the  best;  but  not  above  Tom  Dor- 
sey. 

Boos  to  those  of  us  who  don’t  rec- 
ognize Bing  Crosby  as  the  best  of  our 
popular  singers.  Most  of  the  fans  know 
he's  tops  on  the  straight  soft  and  sweet 
dance  tunes;  but  if  you  need  proof, 
listen  to  Roundup  Lullaby  and  Empty 
Saddles  (Decca  870).  But  there's  not 
so  many  who  know  that  Bing  is  also 
the  very  best  at  swinging  a bit  of  tricky 
jazz.  For  still  more  proof,  get  a copy 
of  I’m  an  Old  Cowhand  (Decca  8711 
and  treat  yourself  to  the  best  bit  of 
hot  vocalizing  of  the  summer.  Yip! 
Yip! 

I Can’t  Escape  from  You,  on  the 

other  side,  is  definitely  "there”  too.  And 
don’t  fail  to  consider  the  accompani- 
ment by  the  other  and  equally  adept 
member  of  the  Dorsey  family.  Jimmy 
Jimmy  gets  some  more  cheers  on  his 
own  for  There’s  No  Substitute  for  You 
and  Ah-Woo!  Ah-Woo!  to  You  (Decca 
873).  Despite  their  clever  lyrics,  both 
melodies  would  fall  flat  without  the 
touch  of  someone  like  Dorsey. 

Bob  Pope  may  not  be  well  known 
yet,  but  he’s  putting  out  some  very 
presentable  discs.  Swamp  Fire  is  one 
of  the  finest  torrid  numbers  ever  writ- 
ten and  he  does  it  justice.  Ditto  on 
Let’s  Get  Hot  and  Truck  (Bluebird 
B6471).  Another  set  of  tried  and  true 
songs  well  done  by  an  up  and  coming 
band  is  Jimmie  Gunn’s  My  Blue  Heav- 
en and  Star  Dust  (Bluebird  B6469). 

Wingy  Mannone,  the  wild  trumpeter 
writh  the  one  arm  and  sandpaper  voice, 
rasps  away  in  fine  style  at  No  Regrets, 
Summer  Holiday  (Bluebird  B6473)  and 
I Just  Made  Up  With  That  Old  Girl 
of  Mine;  You’re  Not  the  Kind  (Blue- 
bird B6472).  It’s  hard  to  figure  out 
how  the  awful  sounds  he  makes  pro- 
duces such  pleasing  results. 

The  obnoxious  piano  of  Duchin’s  is 
not  so  evident  in  his  latest  record,  so 
Hurah!  Hurrah!  Hurrah!  This  results 
in  a nice  smooth  fox  trot  and  wTaltz 
that  you’ll  want  to  be  listening  to 
when  your  very  best  girl  is  snuggled 


Arbogast 
Bastian  Co. 

Meats  and  Provisions 

U.  S.  GOVERNMENT  INSPECTION 

ALLENTOWN,  PA. 


Ph  olographs 

MeCaa  Studio 

113  WEST  FOURTH  STREET 
BETHLEHEM 

“Le/iig/i’s  choice 

since  lOOfy 
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beside  you  at  next  houseparty.  Love 
Will  Tell  is  coupled  with  Follow  Your 
Heart  (Victor  25364). 

Slaughter  on  Tenth  Avenue,  from 
“On  Your  Toes,”  is  another  of  those 
classically  executed  and  ambitious 
(both  sides  of  twelve  inch  Victor 
36183)  presentation  by  the  leader  of 
symphonic  jazz,  Paul  Whiteman.  He 
and  his  Concert  Orchestra  display 
some  excellent  instrumentation;  and 
to  those  of  you  interested  in  making  a 
gentleman  of  modern  music,  this  is 
easily  the  best  bet  of  the  season  thus 
far.  ’ 

Ben  Bernie  is  about  the  only  white 
man  whose  novel  personality  can  hope 
to  approach  the  appeal  of  Fats  Waller, 
Satchel  Mouth  Armstrong.  Cab  Cal- 
loway. et  al.  He  also  has  a swell  band; 
and  all  together,  San  Francisco  should 
be  right  up  his  alley.  Instead,  some- 
one else  handles  the  vocals  and  shouts 
“San  Francisco!”  so  that  it  all  sounds 
like  the  Rotary  Club  closing  a meeting 
with  a booster  song.  Opposite  it  Long 
Ago  and  Far  Away  is  fair  enough 
(Decca  874). 

We  happen  to  know  that  there  are 
lots  of  ardent,  though  secret,  Shirley 
Temple  fans  in  school.  To  these  and 
to  half  of  our  new  freshmen,  we  men- 
tion a Medley  of  Songs  from  Shirley 
Temple  Pictures  by  Victor  Young’s 
Orchestra,  and  Mae  Questel,  the  Betty 
Boop  girl  of  the  animated  screen  car- 
toons (Decca  872).  We  also  know 
there  are  lots  of  Jean  Garber  fans;  so 
we'll  add  Through  My  Venetian  Blinds 
and  Empty  Saddles  f Decca  872).  Both 
sound  like  the  Jan  Garber.  However, 
we  must  confess  that  the  canned  sac- 
charine of  Empty  Saddles  sometimes 
hit?  the  spot.  That  melody  is  the  best 
of  the  sentimental  cowboy  numbers 
since  The  Last  Roundup.  Both,  by  the 
way,  were  written  by  Billy  Hill. 

The  rising  throngs  who  swear  by 
Sliep  Fields  and  His  Rippling  Rhythm 
will  till  have  to  show  us.  He  has  just 
put  out  I Can’t  Escape  from  You;  The 
House  That  Jack  Built  for  Jill  (Blue- 
bird B6475)  and  Did  I Remember; 
Sittin’  in  the  Sand  A-Sunnin’  (Blue- 
bird B6476).  The  records  would  be  all 
right  if  they  stopped  about  half  way 
through  each,  just  before  the  vocals. 
For  then  we  hear  some  frightful  moan- 
in’ followed  by  “hot”  stuff  that  includes 

Continued  on  page  twenty-two 
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9 Laundry  Cases 

as  low  as  $ .85 
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• Desk  Lamps 

as  low  as  75 
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• I.  E.  S.  Lamps 

as  low  as  1.85 
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9 Alarm  Clocks 

as  low  as  .95 
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THE  HOSTEL  ROUTE 


Travel  For  the  European  Youth 
Is  Easy,  Thanks  To  The  Y.  H.  A. 


YOU’RE  English  and  twenty.  Three 
years  ago  you  were  graduated 
from  the  Winchester  public 
schools  and  now  you  draw  two  pounds 
ten  a week  as  a banker’s  clerk.  Yours 
is  a tiny  brown  desk,  at  which  you  sit 
eight  hours  each  day  and  alphabetize 
account  slips.  Your  work  does  not 
abound  in  color.  But,  for  that  matter, 
you  are  a far  from  colorful  character 
yourself. 

The  stamp  of  your  labors  has  been 
set  upon  your  face.  It  bears  a quiet  and 
inward  look:  the  chin  does  not  jut 
determinedly;  the  eyes  do  not  fix  upon 
one  piercingly;  the  cut  of  its  features 
does  not  suggest  the  spirit  of  derring- 
do.  The  face  is  of  a kind  that  becomes 
attractive  only  when  surrounded  by  a 
dozen  of  its  fellows.  From  them  it 
gains  a representative  character;  alone 
it  appears  as  misplaced  as  a solitary 
lima  bean.  It  is  a good,  honest  face, 
but  it’s  uninspiring. 

Yet  the  stamp  of  your  labors  has  not 
pressed  your  Anglo-Saxon  spirit  com- 
pletely to  earth.  You  still  have  a strong 
taste  for  adventure.  You  thirst  for 
knowledge  of  your  land.  Each  year 
brings  a fortnight’s  holiday,  and  this  is 


Along  the  Rhine,  castles  serve  as 
Hostels.  This  one  is  at  Bacharach, 
near  Mainz.  The  interior  is  completely 
modern. 


by  Sidney  J.  Lewis 

your  chance  to  get  away  from  Win- 
chester, to  strike  west  toward  Corn- 
wall and  Land’s  End,  east  to  Canter- 
bury and  Dover,  or  north  to  London 
and  the  Shakespeare  region. 

You’ll  wipe  the  city  grime  from  your 
Raleigh,  or  your  Hercules,  or  your  B. 
S.A.,  tighten  up  your  two-wheel  brakes, 
which  are  controlled  from  the  handle- 
bars, and  oil  the  three-speed  gears. 
The  conclusion  that  you  will  ride  a bi- 
cycle Is  foregone;  it  will  be  fifteen  or 
twenty  years  before  you  will  be  able 
to  purchase  one  of  the  pint-sized  hut 
expensive  English  cars.  Why,  annual 
taxes  alone  are  more  than  fifty  dollars, 
and  gasoline  sells  at  forty  cents  a gal- 
lon. Your  rucksack  will  carry  every- 
thing that  you  need  for  the  two 
weeks — toothbrush,  toothpaste,  shaving 
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This  is  the  cant  that  counts.  It  opens 
the  door  to  5.000  hostels  in  England  and 
on  the.  continent.  Misbehave  and  it’s 
taken  away  from  gon. 

equipment,  a glass-lined  tin  for  butter, 
dining  implements,  a sleeping-bag,  a 
pair  of  soft  sneakers  for  the  evening, 
sunburn  lotion,  sticking  plaster,  talcum 
powder,  brush  and  comb;  and  necessary 
mending  material  for  darning  socks. 
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Siviss  hostel  guides  are  printed  in 
three  languages,  German,  French,  and 
Italian.  If  you  speak  only  Englich. 
you're  still  out  of  luck. 

etc.  You  may  carry  an  extra  shirt,  but 
you  recognize  no  necessity  for  paja- 
mas. Your  underwear  will  do.  It  does 
for  all  your  fellows. 

Perhaps  your  best  girl  has  been  able 
to  arrange  her  holiday  to  match  yours. 
Then  you’ll  set  off  bright  of  a clear 
southern  morning  and  head  west.  Sal- 
isbury is  only  twenty-four  miles  away, 
but  it’s  wise  to  hit  an  easy  pace  dur- 
ing the  first  day  of  an  extended  tour, 
so  that  may  be  as  far  as  you  want  to 
go.  You  will  undoubtedly  want  to  de- 
tour out  of  your  way  to  visit  the  Wal- 
lops, not  cousins  but  a group  of  tiny 
villages,  Over  Wallop,  Middle  Wallop, 
and  Nether  Wallop.  And  then  there  is 
Avon,  which  you  can  cross  on  a hand- 
managed  ferry,  tuppence  for  you  and 
a penny  for  your  bicycle.  Again,  if  you 
ignore  the  crow-flight  type  of  travel- 
ing, you  can  cycle  to  Stonehenge.  The 
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ancient  Druid  monument  stands  lonely 
on  a gentle  hill,  utterly  quiet  in  the 
voiceless  beauty  of  the  close-clipped 
British  countryside.  Once  the  scene  of 
bloody  pagan  ceremonials,  it  has  lost 
all  its  air  of  wildness:  the  great  stone 
columns  stand  with  dignity  and  in  elo- 
quent profusion,  but  they  have  been 
completely  captured  by  the  spirit  of 
civilization. 

You  will  probably  have  your  lunch 
along  the  road  near  Stonehenge. 
Lunches  for  cyclists  are  simple  affairs. 
A good  square  chunk  of  Cheddar 
cheese,  some  bread,  perhaps  a cold 
Wiltshire  pie,  and  a half-pint  of  the 
rough  cider  that  is  pressed  in  the  De- 
von and  Dorset  regions.  This  you  will 
have  in  your  rucksack  and  it  will  be 
enough.  You  will  sit  on  a hillside  and 
chat  for  a quarter  of  an  hour,  mapping 
the  afternoon’s  route,  and  then  you  be 
off,  heading  generally  in  the  direction 
of  Winchester,  but  twisting  deviously 
over  the  countryside  and  stopping  oft- 
en for  old  Norman  churches,  Roman 
bridges  still  in  service,  ancient  Saxon 
battlegrounds,  and  all  the  relics  of  an 
almost  extentless  past. 

The  hands  of  the  Winchester  clock 
tower  show  five  when  you  coast  breath- 
lessly into  the  center  of  the  old  city'. 
You  have  gone  forty  miles  since  morn- 
ing, about  half  the  distance  that  you 
will  cover  daily  when  you  have  gained 
your  cycling  legs.  Your  young  lady 
will  do  eighty  miles  a day  as  well  as 
you.  She  is  pale  and  slightly  built,  but 
she  is  very  much  at  home  on  a bicycle. 

You  are  in  the  center  of  Winchester 
and  have  seen  the  great  Guildhall  and 
the  ruins  of  a Norman  castle,  the  keep 
of  which  can  still  be  ascended  by  the 
original  twisting  spiral  of  stone  steps. 
Any  townsperson  can  direct  you  to  the 
Youth  Hostel.  “First  to  the  right,  third 
to  left,  straight  ahead  and  a hundred 
yards,  left  at  Water’s  Lane,  fourth  on 
the  right.  You  can’t  miss  it,  sir.” 

You  nod  your  head  in  agreement 
and  proceed  to  Water’s  Lane.  There 
you  find  on  old  mill,  straddling  two 
swift  and  churning  races  that  are  split 
from  the  stream  that  cuts  through  the 
town.  The  structure  is  large  and  built 
solidly  of  natural  stone.  A neat  blue 
triangle  on  the  door  identifies  it  as 
your  destination.  You  go  inside.  One 
story  above  the  street  level  is  the  main 
room,  unbroken  for  one  hundred  feet 
by  walls.  It  is  divided  by  curtains  into 
three  sections:  a women’s  dormitory,  a 
dining  hall  and  commons  room,  and  a 
men’s  dormitory.  From  each  dormitory 
steps  lead  down  to  a mill  race,  where 
are  basins  and  mirrors  for  washing. 


For  water  you  dip  a bucket  into  the 
rushing  stream  and  pull  it  out  full  of 
cold,  clear  water.  If  you  want  a bath 
you  can  lower  yourself  into  the  stream 
from  a rope. 

Before  you  wash  for  supper  you  re- 
port to  the  warden,  a handsome  Brit- 
isher of  twenty-five,  lean,  muscular, 
and  deeply  bronzed.  You  present  him 
your  identification  card  and  sign  the 
register.  Your  name,  address,  age,  re- 
gional group,  occupation,  your  last 
stopping  place,  and  tomorrow’s  destin- 
ation. You  notice  the  other  names  on 
the  register.  Two  men  from  Denmark, 
a girl  from  Yorkshire,  a group  of  ten 
German  boys  and  girls,  four  or  five 
Americans,  and  several  Scots.  There 
are  a few  from  London,  but  you  do 
not  bother  with  their  names,  for  you 
will  recognize  them  by  their  speech, 
either  Cockney  or  West  End. 

You  spread  your  things  on  one  of 
the  low,  springless  beds.  Blankets  are 
provided  and  your  sleeping-bag  serves 
as  a sheet.  You  make  your  bed  before 
supper,  and  perhaps  have  a chance  to 
change  your  shoes.  They  are  very 
heavy  and  it  is  pleasant  to  take  them 
off.  For  supper  you  sit  at  a long,  un- 
finished wood  table,  with  twenty  or 
thirty  fellow-travellers.  At  either  end 
sit  a pot  of  tea,  bitingly  strong,  and  a 
pot  of  hot  water.  They  are  emptied 
more  than  once  during  the  meal.  The 
menu  is  very  similar  to  that  of  lunch 
time,  except  for  the  addition  of  a fresh 
salad  and  a sweet.  You  are  used  to  this 

1 aricty  in  hostel  architecture. 
Right : the  Canterbv  ry  hostel, 
a sixteenth  Centura  landmark : 
beloir  : the  Frankfurt  haslet, 

modern  in  every  detail. 


similarity,  however,  and  are  not  disap- 
pointed. 

The  evenings  are  always  enjoyable. 
Tonight  you  join  a crowd  at  the  bat- 
tered upright.  The  songs  are  mostly 
American;  cowboy  songs  are  partic- 
ular}' popular  and  “Home  on  the 
Range”  is  repeated  several  times.  Oc- 
casionally there  is  a solo  by  a wanderer 
from  the  Continent.  The  German  group 
is  very  willing  to  oblige  with  the  Horst 
Wessel  song.  The  tune  fits  their  voices 
well  and  the  endless  repitition  that  is 
part  of  the  German  song  provides  a 
pleasant  quality  of  soothing  monotony. 
You  and  your  young  lady  enter  into 
a conversation  with  a Dutch  couple. 
They  speak  English  quite  competently, 
as  they  speak  French  and  German. 

Continued  on  page  sixteen 
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AH,  WOMEN 
WOMEN! 

Reggie  Finds  the  Sex 
Is  Not  So  Fair 


Upper  Noddin  - on  - the  - Spif- 
fen?” 

“I  mean  none  other,”  I replied  a bit 
stiffly.  “She  is  simply  a divine,  misun- 
derstood creature.  She  has  a Beautiful 
Soul.” 

“Would  a girl  with  a beautiful  soul 
shoot  an  air  rifle  at  a man  taking  a sun 
bath?  She  did  that  at  Lady  Tiffords’ 
summer  home  and  then  let  Ray  Baxter 
take  all  the  blame.” 

“Any  high  spirited  girl  would  have 
done  the  same.” 

“All  right,  get  Eric  Valborg  to  tell 
you  about  the  floater  she  pulled  on 
him.  I’d  stear  clear  of  her.  Let  the 
word  from  the  w.  be  sufficient.” 

This  sort  of  thing,  even  from  Charlie 
Upply  with  whom  I had  gone  through 
Harrow  and  Oxford,  with  whom  I had 
gone  in  swimming  with  full  evening 
dress  in  the  pool  of  the  Empire  club, 
with  whom  I had  been  thrown  in  the 
cooler  for  snitching  a bobbie’s  hat. 
with  whom  — well,  anyway,  even  com- 
ing from  him,  all  this  was  nothing  less 
than  heresy.  I remembered  having  read 
about  a sailor  who  fixed  people  with 
some  kind  of  eye.  Sort  of  stared  people 
down,  as  I got  the  idea,  and  I de- 
cided to  give  it  a try.  I did. 

Charlie  began  to  look  a bit  pale 
about  the  gills.  “No,  not  that,”  he  mur- 
mured. 

“Not  what?” 

“As  man  to  man,  Reggie,”  he  said 
trying  to  pull  himself  together,  “I 
wouldn’t  ogle  like  that.  Few  people 
can  stand  it.” 

“Charlie,  old  bean  . . . Upply,  old 
man,”  I said,  taking  up  a firmer  tone, 
“I  forgave  you  for  putting  those  crack- 
er crumbs  in  my  bed.  I said  nothing 
about  it  when  you  let  your  aunt  be- 
lieve that  it  was  I who  walked  off  with 
the  rum  she  was  going  to  use  in  the 
pudding,  but  this  ...  THIS  ..  . no,  it 
cannot  be.  You  have  gone  too  far.  You 


have  overstepped  the  bounds  of  friend- 
ship. I must  bid  you  good  day.”  So 
saying.  I lowered  the  Clarke  eyebrow 
which  had  been  elevated  in  a superior 
sort  of  way  during  the  above,  flicked 
an  ash  from  the  cigarette  and  departed 
feeling  that  I had  utterly  squelched  the 
poor  chap. 

I had  been  on  my  way'  to  have  tea 
with  Trudy'  when  I had  been  stopped 
by  the  Upply  blight.  How  he  could  say 
such  things  about  such  an  obviously 
charming  girl  was  more  than  I could 
see.  Her  lively  interest  in  things  around 
her  was  always  being  misunderstood. 
She  had  told  me  about  the  air  rifle  epi- 
sode and  explained  that  she  had  con- 
sidered it  positively  indecent  to  pass 
up  an  opportunity  like  that.  She  had 
agreed  that  her  simple  girlish  impulses 
did  run  away  with  her  at  times,  but 
after  all,  one  couldn’t  blame  her  for 
anything  like  that. 

I arrived  at  the  hotel  where  I was 
to  meet  her  about  five  minutes  ahead 
of  time  and  sat  down  to  wait.  Time, 
as  is  its  habit,  marched  on.  An  hour 
later  there  was  no  trace  of  the  Har- 
kens sole  hope  and  heiress.  There  were 
times  when  it  was  hard  to  picture 
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Trudy  as  the  proper  retiring  life’s  part- 
ner. One  who  would  be  waiting  at  the 
door  for  hubby  as  he  returned  from  a 
hard  day  at  golf  to  tell  how  he  made 
out  on  his  brassie  shot  on  the  eighth. 
However,  one  could  imagine  Trudy 
halving  on  the  eighth  and  going  around 
the  complete  course  in  four  under  par. 
As  a matter  of  fact,  I began  to 
brood,  . 

My  thoughts  were  interrupted  by  a 
boisterous  “Hello,  old  dear.  Am  I at  all 
late?” 

“Not  a bit  of  it,”  I yammered.  “I 
just  this  minute  got  here  myself.” 

“Weil,  let’s  slither  on  in  and  down 
the  prescribed  brew.”  she  said,  gently 
clinging  to  my  arm,  precipitating  a 
four-inch  rip  down  the  back  of  my 
coat.  She  explained  that  she  was  in 
London  for  a week  on  a shopping  trip. 

The  waiter  began  to  hover.  Remark- 
able blokes,  these  waiters.  They  have 
the  air  of  a man  presiding  over  some 
mystic  religious  rite  as  they  take  the 
orders.  Yet  when  they'  produce  the  tea 
and  muffins,  they  seem  to  be  condes- 
cending to  cast  pearls  among  swine. 

Continued  on  puije  sixteen 
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It’s  a good  thing  to  put  on  the 
brakes  during  Rush  Week. 

by  George  Yanko 

SO,  Freshman,  you  have  finally 
entered  Man’s  Estate  and  have 
come  to  college.  Congratulations 
and  welcome.  But  don’t  get  the  idea 
all  your  problems  are  going  to  be  scho- 
lastic. They’re  not.  Even  the  first  of 
the  many  decisions  you  will  have  to 
make  has  nothing  to  do  with  books. 
Its  concern  is  fraternities,  and  thereon 
hangs  a selections  fully  as  important 
as  choice  of  curricula. 

One  hundred  and  fifty  years  ago 
when  your  grandfather  said  he  was  off 
to  get  a higher  education  it  meant  he 
was  going  to  prepare  himself  for  the 
ministry.  One  hundred  years  ago  col- 
lege and  the  classics  were  synonomous 
terms.  Today,  by  education  we  mean 
not  only  the  training  of  the  mind  but 
the  development  of  character  — and 
that’s  where  the  Greek  societies  step 
in,  whether  they  will  admit  it  or  not. 

And  so,  either  by  intelligent  selection 
or  intuitional  choice,  you  have  come  to 
Lehigh  where  rushing  is  done  in  the 
short  space  of  ten  days.  It  is  an  odd 
but  true  statement  that  ten  days  repre- 
sents the  minimum  time  in  which  a 
fraternity  can  pledge  you  and  not  the 
maximum.  In  other  words,  you  can 
wait  longer  than  ten  days,  in  fact  four 
years,  before  pledging  a house.  That 
so  very,  very  few  do  so,  however,  can 
be  attributed  to  a desire  to  get  in  the 
“swing  of  things”  with  the  rest  of  the 
bunch.  Besides,  why  miss  a swell  chick- 
en pledge  banquet? 

Now  close  your  eyes  and  relax.  You 
are  an  official  member  of  the  class  of 
’40.  You  have  been  invited  to  be  the 
guest  of  the  Twiddle  dee  dee  Frater- 
nity from  where  you  will  be  escorted 
to  similar  looking  fraternities.  And  as 
the  days  go  by  you  become  more  con- 
fused. In  fact,  you  would  not  be  a bit 


SLOW  RUSHING 


unusual  if  after  a week  you  totally  for- 
got about  the  academic  side  of  the 
university. 

Adam  in  the  garden  of  Eden  was 
tempted.  You  are  not  blessed  with  his 
virtues  and  yet  will  be  subject  to  many 
false  allures.  For,  believe  it  or  not, 
rushing  is  a great  game  whereby  one 
living  group  tries  to  out-jezebel  the 
others.  Your  first  temptation  will  be 
the  pleasant  and  welcome  atmosphere 
of  friendship.  If  you  are  hard  headed 
you  will  wonder  howr  these  utterly 
strange  fellows  can  sincerely  put  their 
arms  around  you  after  only  knowing 
you  an  hour,  how  they  can  seemingly 
make  you  a bosom  pal,  despite  the 
fact  they  may  be  four  or  five  years 
older  and  worlds  different  in  mental 
outlook.  If  you  are  soft  hearted,  read 
this  over  twice  for  your  own  protec- 
tion. 

And  now  for  money.  Closely  linked 
up  with  this  special  brand  of  “Rushing 
friendship”  is  the  splurging  by  some 
fraternities,  the  putting  on  of  an  ex- 
pensive front  to  impress  the  impres- 
sionables.  Elaborate  parties  and  trips 
to  Philadelphia  and  New  York  may 
well  come  in  this  category.  If  you  can 
trust  your  level-headedness,  take  ad- 
vantage of  your  opportunity  and  make 
the  social  rounds.  But  don’t  let  it  en- 
ter into  your  desire  to  become  associat- 
ed with  that  group.  The  life  of  a Frosh 
during  Rush  Week  and  during  pledge 
period  is  as  distinct  as  Jekyl  and  Hyde. 
What  happens  those  first  ten  days 
means  nothing  in  the  months  to  come. 

At  last  we’re  to  the  most  important 
phase  of  them  all.  Dear  old  Adam  had 
many  temptations  — and  the  one  which 
caused  him  to  lose  paradise  was  a wo- 
man. So  successful  was  the  Devil  in 
his  use  of  Eve,  that  a few,  very  few, 
of  fraternities  have  thought  it  expedient 
to  resort  to  this  supposedly  Achilles’ 
heel  of  the  incoming  youngsters.  A 
trick  of  this  order  should  prove  a ser- 
ious detriment  to  the  house  employing 
it.  You,  as  an  intelligent  high  school 
graduate,  should  recognize  the  employ- 


ment of  such  a method  as  exposing  the 
true  weakness  of  a fraternity  that  re- 
alizes it  cannot  pledge  you  by  pointing 
out  their  obviously  deficient  advan- 
tages. The  situation  is  very  regrettable 
and  fortunately  exists  in  a minute  de- 
gree. But  nevertheless  it’s  to  be  guard- 
ed against. 

And  there  you  have  the  three  false 
gods  waiting  to  besiege  the  unsuspect- 
ing Freshie:  Money,  Friendship,  Wo- 
men. A house  exorbitant  in  its  expen- 
ditures should  be  scrutinized  carefully, 
though  it  does  not  necessarily  mean  it 
is  “fast.”  A fraternity  that  oozes  in 
friendship  and  temporary  “yes”  men 
should  be  given  the  same  considera- 
tion as  the  Black  Widow  spider.  As 
for  women  — there  are  all  kinds,  and 
you  can  judge  a house  by  the  women  it 
is  socially  related  to. 

But  above  all,  remember  the  inter- 
fraternity rushing  rules.  They  were 
drawn  up  many  years  ago  and  have 
been  constantly  revised  so  that  today 
they  represent  the  best  opinions  of  the 
29  fraternities  at  Lehigh.  See  if  a fra- 
ternity obeys  them.  If  a rule  is  ser- 
iously fractured,  chalk  it  down  as  a 
big  black  mark  against  that  group. 

Perhaps  you  now  feel  yourself  sur- 
rounded by  danger  signals.  Good. 
That’s  how  you  should  feel.  It’s  better 
to  be  too  cautious  than  to  be  too  pre- 
cipitous. But  one  more  caution  should 
be  observed.  With  all  these  little  rush- 
ing subterfuges,  you  are  still  the  guest 
of  the  Tweedle  Dee  Dee  fraternity. 
That  means  they  are  spending  their 
good  money  to  entertain  you.  That 
also  means  that  you  might  be  given  a 
chance  to  become  part-owner  in  the 
future  of  the  fraternity,  a trust,  should 
it  be  a worthy  house,  that  should  not 
lie  considered  lightly  nor  valued 
cheaply.  The  first  honor  bestowed 
upon  a Freshman  is  his  pledging  to 
an  honorable  living  group.  Like  other 
honors,  this  one  is  bestowed  on  only 
those  who  deserve  it.  Whether  you  will 
be  one  of  the  lucky  ones  is  up  to  you 
to  prove. 
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Fl  SHF/I  Cl 


by  P.  E.  P.  White 


// 


HEY!”  said  Albert,  and  jump- 
ed up.  nearly  losing  his  cig- 
arette. 

We  had  been  watching  anxious,  un- 
certain little  groups  of  freshmen  as  they 
trotted  towards  their  rendezvous  with 
Placements.  The  half  dozen  glassy- 
eyed youths  who  had  just  passed  us 
carried  shiny,  self-important  slide  rules 
mixed  up  in  their  fistfulls  of  pens,  pen- 
cils, erasers  and  an  occasional  bottle 
of  India  ink.  Math  exam,  I labelled 
them. 

Engineers,  perhaps. 

“Hey!”  said  Albert,  with  a rising  in- 
tonation. “Hey,  Fish-Face!” 

Two  of  the  bunch  half  turned  to- 
wards us,  looking  as  if  they  thought 
maybe  Albert  had  been  sent  by  the 
Governor  with  a reprieve.  Then,  de- 
jected, they  stumbled  on,  and  in  a 
moment  the  Chem.  building  had  swal- 
lowed them  up. 

Albert  sat  down  again.  “No,  not 
Fish-Face,”  he  mused  aloud.  “But  it 
sure  looked  like  Fish-Face.  Fish-Face 
and  his  Oracle.  A dead  ringer,  when 
you  looked  at  him  from  the  side.” 
“Fish-Face!”  I said  immediately, 
catching  my  cue.  “I  don’t  think  I know 
who  you  mean.” 

“No  you  wouldn’t,  naturally  ...  he 
was  here  such  a short  time,  and  before 
you  came.  Here  today,  gone  tomor- 
row — ah!  that’s  life,  I guess.” 

We  called  him  Fish-Face  up  at  the 
house  (he  went  on)  because  of  his 
eyes;  they  reminded  you  of  a startled 
sturgeon.  He  wasn’t  really  bad-look- 
ing. He  was  just  a little  peculiar,  sort 
of.  He  was  born  out  in  China;  his  fath- 
er’s there  with  some  consulate  and 
poor  Fishy  had  lived  with  laundrymen 
all  his  life.  Until  he  came  here. 

The  first  thing  that  struck  us  about 
him  was  his  worry  about  scboolwork. 

“Gosh,  these  placement  tests,”  he 
told  us  the  first  time  we-  saw  him. 
“Gosh,  they’re  hard,  aren’t  they?  Had 
I better  study  all  this  afternoon, 
had  I?” 

“Aw,  they’re  not  so  bad,”  he  said. 


“We  did  all  that  stuff  back  in  China. 
I got  it  before.” 

It  was  a math  test  he  was  getting 
prepped  for,  and  I didn’t  want  him  to 
get  overconfident.  I asked  him  if  he 
could  do  all  the  problems. 

He  stared,  “Oh,  yes,  indeed.  Prom- 
lems?  Of  course.  I can  do  all  the  prob- 
lems.” 

Fishy  had  some  trouble  with  the 
exam  mentor  when  he  went  in,  and  1 
had  to  dive  through  and  straighten 
things. 

“The  professor  says  I mayn’t  take 


it  in  with  me,”  he  said  plaintively, 
when  I found  him  deadlocked  at  the 
“It”  was  a little  slipstick,  harmless 
enough.  The  mentor  was  worried  be- 
cause it  was  a Chinese  slipstick,  and 
had  a lot  of  colored  beads  and  things 
flopping  around  the  edges. 

Fish-Face  made  a hundred  on  that 
exam.  He  got  top  ranking  in  each  of 
the  others,  besides.  We  learned  about  it 
when  the  Dean  sent  for  him. 

Fishy  came  back  from  the  Admin- 
istration building  all  hiot  and  bothered. 

Continued  on  paffe  twenty 


He  didn't  see  me  come  in  the  room. 
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Bethlehem  Steel  Offices 


UNDER  cover  of  the  night  of 
July  5,  1892,  barges  loaded  with 
strikebreakers  and  arms  slipped 
quietly  down  the  Monongahela  from 
Pittsburgh.  Their  destination  was  the 
little  steel  town  of  Homestead,  six 
miles  downstream. 

When  they  returned  two  days  later 
they  left  behind  ten  dead  men  — both 
strikers  and  strikebreakers  — and  a 
crushed  labor  movement.  A spokesman 
for  the  steel  industry  said  crisply: 
“This  outbreak  settles  one  matter  for- 
ever, and  that  is  that  the  Homestead 
mill  hereafter  will  be  run  non-union 
and  the  Carnegie  company  will  never 
again  recognize  the  Amalgamated  As- 
sociation or  any  other  labor  organiza- 
tion.” The  first  attempt  of  American 
labor  to  unionize  the  steel  industry  had 
failed. 

The  outbreak  of  labor  disputes  fol- 
lowing the  world  war  saw  another  at- 
tempt at  steel  organization.  Under  the 
leadership  of  William  Z.  Foster,  365,000 
steel  workers  in  20  states  went  on 
strike.  But  that  strike  too  was  a fail- 
ure, and  when  the  conflict  subsided  18 
strikers  had  been  killed  and  hundreds 
wounded  and  jailed.  The  year  1919  was 
chalked  up  on  the  bloody  scroll. 

By  1933  the  star  of  industrial  union- 
ism was  again  in  the  ascent,  largely  un- 
der the  impetus  of  the  N.  R.  A.,  and 
several  scattered,  premature,  and  un- 
successful strikes  were  held.  But  de- 
clining operations  in  the  steel  industry 
and  the  abrupt  exit  of  N.  R.  A.  left 


STRUGGLE  IN  STEEL 


Labor  Tries  Again 


by  Louis  C.  Stoumen 


union  forces  emasculated.  The  Amalga- 
mated, major  steel  union,  had  at  that 
time  less  than  two  percent  of  the  na- 
tion’s half  million  steel  workers  on  its 
membership  rolls. 

Today  labor  tries  again,  along  new 
lines  and  employing  new  tactics.  Under 
the  fiery  leadership  of  John  L.  Lewis, 
president  of  the  United  Mine  Workers, 
ten  large  unions  have  revolted  against 
the  craft  policies  of  the  American  Fed- 
eration of  Labor  and  have  formed  the 
insurgent  Committee  for  Industrial  Or- 


ganization (C.  I.  O.).  with  its  aim  the 
consolidation  of  all  workers  into  one 
great  labor  organization,  and  one  of  its 
immediate  objectives,  the  mass  organ- 
ization of  the  workers  in  the  steel  in- 
dustry. 

Labor,  this  time,  in  the  person  of  the 
C.  I.  O.,  is  optimistic  of  its  unionizing 
campaign  for  the  following  reasons: 
one.  a campaign  fund  of  a half  million 
dollars,  a dollar  for  every  worker  in 

Continued  on  page  twentu-three 
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Harry  Clarke  Archer 

Editor,  Brown  and  White;  swimming. 


Vincent  Joseph  Pazzetti,  III 

President,  senior  class;  football;  pres- 
ident, Scabbard  and  Blade;  president, 
Alpha  Kappa  Psi;  Business  manag- 
er, Freshman  Handbook. 


Warren  Park  Fairbanks 

Football;  basketball;  Tau  Beta  Pi; 
president.  Pi  Tau  Sigma;  Art  editor, 
Review;  Omicron  Delta  Kappa. 


Harold  Stanley  Ford,  Jr. 

Business  manager,  Review;  track; 
Omicron  Delta  Kappa;  Pi  Delta  Ep- 
silon; Lehigh  Union;  Brown  and 
White  board. 


Joseph  Lewis  Walton 

Captain,  football;  Tau  Beta  Pi;  Pi  Mu 
Epsilon;  Omicron  Delta  Kappa. 


Leaders  of  The  Class  of  '37 
Th  is,  Their  Year  of  Glory 
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I Rudolph  Richard  Ashman 

Captain,  wrestling,  Eastern  Intercol- 
legiate wrestling  champion. 


Edwin  Gunn  McNair,  Jr. 

Business  manager,  Brown  and  White; 
Secretary,  Mustard  and  Cheese; 
Business  manager,  Freshman  Hand- 
book; President,  Pi  Delta  Epsilon; 
Omicron  Delta  Kappa. 


George  Yanko 

Editor,  Brown  and  White;  Review 
board;  president,  Pi  Lambda  Phi; 
Student  Lecture  Series  committee; 
Omicron  Delta  Kappa. 


Sidney  Joseph  Lewis 

Editor,  Lehigh  Review;  Editorial  Coun- 
cil, Brown  and  White;  chairman, 
Student  Lecture  Series  committee; 
Omicron  Delta  Kappa;  fencing. 


Alvin  Augustus  Swenson,  Jr. 

President,  Lehigh  Union;  Scabbard  and 
Blade;  swimming;  Omicron  Delta 
Kappa;  president,  Psi  Upsilon;  Alpha 
Kappa  Psi. 


Nelson  Jordan  Leonard 

President,  Omicron  Delta  Kappa;  Le- 
high Union;  Tau  Beta  Pi;  Mustard 
and  Cheese. 


-4  1 3 fr- 


The  Lehigh  Review 


Stooging  For  A Candidate 

When  an  Economist  Dabbles  in  Politics  There  May 
Be  Trouble.  Especially  for  the  Economist 


DO  you  remember  good  old  Bus- 
iness 3,  Elementary  Economics 
with  Special  Emphasis  on  the 
Inadequacies  of  the  Roosevelt  Admin- 
istration? Ah,  lads,  that  was  a course. 
Fifty  minutes  of  fun  and  fireworks, 
a political  reputation  blasted  every 
minute,  the  gold-standard  voice  of  Dr. 
Carothers  skewering  national  figures 
upon  the  polished  rapier  of  his  wit.  Ah, 
it  was  grand,  but  it  was  too  much  for 
us.  Here  was  a voice  and  a brain  that 
belonged  to  the  nation,  an  oratorical 
team  that  deserved  a greater  audience 
than  the  Lehigh  undergraduate  body. 

What  delight,  then,  to  discover  that 
Dr.  Carothers  has  joined  with  a Great 
Cause.  Dr.  Carothers  has  been  living 
night  and  day  with  Frank  Knox,  the 
Chicago  Colonel,  drilling  him  dili- 
gently in  the  Theory  or  Unremitting 
Capitalism,  helping  him  to  understand 
the  labor  problem,  the  money  prob- 
lem, and  problem  II,  A,  4 in  the  green- 
backed  Bye. 

But  life  is  not  all  caviar  and  cham- 
pagne, even  for  a big  shot  in  the  Grand 
Army  of  Republicanism.  Every  teach- 
er has  his  troubles  and  in  this  case 
nobody  can  tell  Knox  that  if  he  doesn't 
study  he  will  be  flunked  out  of  the 
campaign.  Witness  this  telephone  con- 
versation that  one  of  our  spies  picked 
up  the  other  day: 

Knox  — ‘Mornin,’  Carothers. 

Car.  — “‘Mornin’?”  That’s  a fine 
way  to  start  off  the  day.  Why  if 
everyone  were  like  you,  we’d 
still  be  in  the  pastoral  stage,  if  not  the 
hunting  and  fishing.  Why  not  be  like 
me.  full  of  pep.  It’s  not  even  breakfast 
time  and  I’ve  already  dashed  off  a 
couple  sets  of  tennis.  That’s  what  you 
ought  to  do.  Tt  might  even  make  a 
president  of  you. 

Knox — I don’t  want  to  be  president: 
I’d  rather  stick  to  vice.  And  remem- 
ber, you’re  here  to  tell  me  what  to 
say. 

Car — We’d  better  get  started  on  that 
little  speech  you’re  going  to  have  to 
give  tonight. 

Knox — Don’t  forget  that  the  Boss 
and  the  fellow  I’m  running  with — you 
know,  the  one  that  rides  horses — they 


said  that  we  shouldn’t  say  anything 
about  what  we’re  going  to  do,  even  if 
we  knew.  We’re  just  supposed  to  tell 
what  bums  the  other  side  has. 

Car. — First,  you’ll  say  something  like 
this:  "My  friends,  deflation  of  the  cur- 
rency was  positive  lunacy.  By  lower- 
ing the  gold  content  of  the  dollar  49%. 
you  simply  eventually  raise  the  price 
level  of  commodities  69%  and  where 
are  we  then?” 

Knox — Where? 

Car. — Quiet!  "On  top  of  that,  since 
our  dollar  is  worth  that  much  less  in 
foreign  markets,  it  is  as  though  we 
raised  an  ad  valorem  tariff  on  im- 
ports; therefore  we  must  buy  fewer 
things  than  we  could  during  the  Re- 
publican administrations.  In  addition, 
the  seller  will  be  frightened  and  hold 
out  for  higher  prices  and  the  buyer 
will  want  to  hurry  up  and  make  pur- 
chases while  his  money  is  still  worth 
as  much  as  it  is.  In  the  ensuing  fight 
between  the  two,  all  will  lose  from  the 
chaos  which.  ...” 


" They  nay  Knox  in  developing  a 
Southern  accent" 


Knox — Can’t  we  forget  about  such 
evasive  details  and  promises  and  get 
more  to  the  point  such  as  “If  elected, 
all  the  unemployed  will  get  jobs,  even 
if  I have  to  take  the  jobs  from  the 
employed.”  Or  maybe  I ought  to  leave 
out  that  last  clause? 

Car.— Well,  suppose  we  say  just  a 
bit  more  about  devaluation.  In  order 
that  the  audience  can  appreciate  the 
effects  of  introducing  bad  money  into 
our  system,  you  should  give  them  a 
few  brief  and  simple  money  fundamen- 
tals such  as:  “Bad  money  drives  out 
good  money.  If  a country  were  to  add 
two  billion  dollars  worth  of  50%  de- 
preciated paper  money  to  its  supply  of 
two  billion  dollars  of  25%  depreciated 
paper  and  one  billion  of  100%  gold  dol- 
lars would  all  disappear  as  would  one- 
third  of  a billion  of  the  75%  gold  dol- 
lars.” Do  you  see  what  I mean? 

Knox — No,  but  I must  admit  that’s  a 
pretty  good  one.  Now  see  if  you  can 
answer  this  one:  If  a chicken  and  a 

half  lays  an  egg  and  a half  in  a day 
and  a half,  what  time  is  it? 

Car. — Ma  small  boy  knows  some 
good  ones.  I’ll  have  to  learn  some  more 
from  him.  But  to  get  back  to  the 
speech,  you  ought  to  also  say  that  the 
New  Deal  is  a failure  because,  in  many 
respects  individual  initiative  is  subor- 
dinated to.  . . . 

Knox — Come,  now,  if  a chicken  and 
a half  laid  an  egg  and  a half  in  a.  . . . 

Car. — I don’t  know!  Now  let’s  forget 
it.  Oh,  yes!  We  must  also  include 
something  to  the  effect  that  the  new 
deal  has  showed  poor  judgment  by 
permitting  so  much  of  the  government 
to  be  run  by  a bunch  of  college  pro- 
fessors. And  here’s  another  point.  We 
haven’t  won  the  Davis  Cup  since  a 
Democrat  has  been  in  office.  And  then 
in  conclusion,  I think  I’ll  get  the  band 
to  tear  off  a bit  of  "Knox,  Knox,  Who’s 
There?”  That  ought  to  clinch  the  eve- 
ning for  you. 

Knox — What  do  you  say  I just  talk 
about  that  Davis  Cup  angle  and  think 
id  a lot  of  new  ones  for  “Knox,  Knox, 
Who’s  There?”  With  those,  and  two 
choruses  of  the  Star  Spangled  Bannei 
and  a long  invocation,  I’ll  fill  in  the 
hour  with  ease. 
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NICE  MESS  O'  BASS 

you've  GOT  THERE, 

STRONGER- 1 HAVEN'T 
EVEN  HAD  A STRIKE 
-7  YET 


WELL,  YOU 

can't  have 
everything. 
^ I haven't  a 

CRUMB  OF 

"TOBACCO 
WITH 


I LL  SWAP  MV  Lx 
EXTRA  TIN  OF 
PRINCE  ALBERT 
FOR  A COUPLE 
OF  THOSE 
l BEAUTIES 


PRINC& 

ALBERT- 

M AN , OH,  MAN- 
that's  WORTH 
THE  WHOLE 
STRING  O', 


You  can’t  go  wrong  with  PRINCE  ALBERT ! 


There’s  mighty  good  reason  why 
Prince  Albert  is  the  world’s  larg- 
est-selling smoking  tobacco.  The 
pick  of  choice  tobaccos  gives  it 
deep-down  satisfying  tastiness. 
The  special  "crimp  cut”  insures 
mild,  cool  smoking.  And  the  "no- 


bite” process  takes  the  nip  out  of 
every  fragrant,  nut-brown  parti- 
cle of  Prince  Albert. 

There’s  no  other  tobacco  like 
this  princely  joy  smoke,  men.  Prince 
Albert  is  tops  for  roll -your -own 
cigarettes  too. 


Try  PRINCE  ALBERT  at  our  risk 

Smoke  20  fragrant  pipefuls  of  Prince  Albert.  If  you  don’t  find  it 
the  mellowest,  tastiest  pipe  tobacco  you  ever  smoked,  return  the 
pocket  tin  with  the  rest  of  the  tobacco  in  it  to  us  at  any  time  with- 
in a month  from  this  date,  and  we  will  refund  full  purchase  price, 
plus  postage.  ( Signed)  R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Co.,  Winston-Salem,  N.  C. 


THE  NATIONAL 
JOY  SMOKE 


pipefuls  of 
fragrant  tobacco  in  every 
2-oz.  tin  of  Prince  Albert 
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The  Hostel  Route 

Continued  from  gage  seven 

Theirs  is  a tiny  country  and  their  lan- 
guage is  of  such  relative  insignificance 
in  the  world  that  they  must  know  the 
tongues  of  other  nations  if  they  are  to 
travel  abroad.  They  are  given  adequate 
preparation  in  school,  however,  for 
they  begin  their  language  studies  in 
the  fourth  grade. 

You  turn  in  shortly  after  ten.  Lights 
go  out  at  ten-thirty  and  you  are  too 
weary  to  stay  up  much  later  anyhow. 
Cycling  is  a happy  method  of  travel, 
but,  blimey,  it  gets  the  legs. 

* * * 

That  is  life  along  the  Hostel  Route. 
The  mill  at  Water’s  Lane  in  Winchest- 
er in  one  of  a vast  chain  of  Youth  Hos- 
tels that  cover  the  British  Isles  and 
the  Cantinnent.  There  is  the  Youth 
Hostels  Association,  Federation  des 
Auberges  de  la  Jeunesse,  Reichsver- 
band  fur  Deutsche  Jugendherbergen, 
Schweizerischer  Bund  fur  Jugendher- 
ergen,  Ente  pro  alloggi  per  giovania 
escursionisti,  and  similar  associations 
in  Norway,  Sweden.  Denmark,  Central 
Europe  and  the  United  States.  There 
are  more  than  5,000  hostels  available  in 
Europe  today,  varying  in  capacity  from 
ten  persons  to  700. 

The  first  purpose  of  the  Youth  Hos- 
tel is  to  make  travelling  easy  and  eco- 
nomical for  young  people.  They  are 


open  to  any  one  who  has  the  few 
marks,  or  shillings,  or  francs  that  are 
charged  as  a membership  fee.  After 
joining,  the  young  wanderer  can  be 
pretty  sure  that  no  matter  how  he 
plans  his  day’s  journey  he  will  find  a 
place  at  the  end  of  it  where  he  can 
stay  for  the  night  at  a price  ranging 
from  eight  cents  (in  Germany)  to  thir- 
ty cents  (in  Switzerland.)  He  knows 
that  he  will  find  a clean,  if  not  a lux- 
urious bed,  a substantial  evening  meal, 
and  a group  of  people  very  similar  to 
him  in  age  and  interest,  if  not  in  na- 
tionality. He  knows  that  he  can  travel 
with  an  unusual  degree  of  security,  and 
plan  with  a very  small  margin  how 
much  his  trip  will  cost  him.  And  for  a 
young  man  earning  twelve  dollars  a 
week,  this  is  very  comforting. 

The  Youth  Hostels  of  the  world 
have  enabled  hundreds  of  thousands  of 
young  people  to  satisfy  their  craving 
have  made  it  a much  simpler  business 
to  get  away  from  home  and  the  famil- 
iar sights  for  a few  days  out  of  every 
year.  And  the  youth  of  Europe  is  tak- 
ing advantage  of  its  opportunity. 
Young  people  are  everywhere  on  the 
march,  singly  and  in  groups.  College 
students,  dainty-looking  commercial 
secretaries,  bank  clerks,  boys  of  twelve, 
occasionally  a man  of  forty-five,  paint- 
ers and  musicians,  every  type  and  every 
kind  is  found  on  the  Hostel  Route. 


All,  Women,  Women! 

Continued  from  page  eight 

,“What  are  you  doing  this  afternoon?” 
I asked  Trudy. 

“Why  I was  wondering  if  you’d  like 
to  go  for  a little  drive  in  the  country 
with  me.” 

“I’d  love  to,”  T lied  valiantly.  I had 
ridden  with  her  before  and  a ride  with 
Trudy  is  not  easily  forgotten.  “Is  it 
just  that  you  feel  the  need  of  a little 
country  air?” 

“Well,  er,  that’s  not  it  entirely.” 
“What  then?”  I asked  suspiciously. 
“To  tell  the  truth,  I have  a little 
favor  to  ask  of  you,  Reggie.  Nothing  to 
worry  about.  You  see  I spent  last  week 
end  at  Mrs.  Travers’  in  the  country. 
There  was  a chap  there  by  the  name  of 
Captain  Richie  who  kept  telling  Mrs. 
Travers  how  much  he  liked  Milton’s 
‘Paradise  Lost’  and  ‘L’Allegro.’  Of 
course  there  was  nothing  else  to  do 
but  cut  off  the  head  of  a broom  and 
stick  it  in  his  bed.  bristles  sticking  up. 
Mrs.  Travers’  sneaking  butler  saw  me 
go  into  the  room  and  when  the  Cap- 


tain told  Mrs.  Travers  about  it,  the 
butler  told  her  he  had  seen  me.  I never 
did  trust  that  man.  You  can  see  why  I 
just  simply  had  to  put  the  broom  in 
his  bed,  can’t  you?” 

“Of  course,  of  course,”  I murmured 
absently,  “no  other  course  left  open 
to  you.”  What  would  she  descend  to 
next,  I wondered. 

“Well,”  Trudy  went  on,  “that  in  it- 
self would  have  been  all  right,  but 
Mrs.  Travers  wrote  and  told  the  Mater 
about  it,  so  I wrote  back  to  Mrs.  Trav- 
ers, advising  her  to  keep  her  nose  out 
of  what  bloody  well  wasn’t  any  of  her 
business.  That  was  last  night. 

Is  it?” 

“Of  course.  All  you  have  to  do  is 
beatle  up  to  the  door,  say  that  you’re 
from  the  newspaper  and  that  you  want 
to  interview  Mrs.  Travers  about  her 
party.” 

“Just  how  do  I work  into  the  scheme 
of  things?”  I asked,  liking  the  idea 
less  and  less. 

“Why  when  the  butler  tells  you  that 
Mrs.  Travers  isn’t  home,  all  you  have 
to  say  is  that  you’ll  wait.  As  soon  as 
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the  butler  gets  out  of  the  way,  you  go 
to  the  mail  table,  pocket  the  letter  and 
then  tell  the  butler  that  you’ve  changed 
your  mind  and  will  call  later.  I can’t 
do  it  myself  because  the  butler  knows 
me. 'You  will  do  a little  thing  like  that 
for  me,  won’t  you,  Reggie?” 

“I  will  not.” 

“Reggie  Clarke!  This  is  the  first 
thing  I’ve  ever  asked  you  to  do  for  me. 
There’s  absolutely  nothing  to  it  and 
it’ll  only  take  you  a minute.  Oh,  Reg- 
gie, if  you  only  know  how  I rely  upon 
you.  As  soon  as  I realized  that  I had 
to  get  that  letter  back,  you  were  the 
first  person  I thought  of.  I remember 
saying  to  one  of  the  girls  at  the  Junior 
Powder  Puff  club  that  you  were  the 
kind  of  man  that  a girl  could  turn  to 
in  a moment  of  stress.  Just  today  I said 
to  Edith  Wells,  the  little  cat,  that  you’d 
be  able  to  build  the  maximum  amount 
of  empire  in  the  minimum  amount  of 
time  if  you  ever  set  your  mind  to  it. 
Won’t  you  help  me?” 

"I  really  don’t  think  that  1 should.” 
“But  just  think,  I won’t  have  my  lit- 
tle car  for  a week.” 

I felt  like  saying  that  it  would  be 
so  much  the  better  for  the  safety  of 
the  great  British  public,  but  thought 
better  of  it. 

“Well?”  she  asked. 

“Oh,  all  right,”  I said,  regretting  it 
as  soon  as  I said  it. 

“Fine!  I knew  I could  trust  you. 
Well,  let’s  be  on  our  way.” 

“But  I haven’t  finished  my  tea,”  I 
said,  but  catching  her  glance  I got  up, 
feeling  as  if  I were  one  lap  on  my 
way  to  Old  Bailey. 

The  combination  of  Trudy’s  driving 
and  my  expectations  about  the  things 
to  come  landed  me  at  the  gate  of  the 
Travers  estate  a complete  moral,  men- 
tal and  physical  wreck.  I felt  that  I 
could  do  a better  job  if  I only  had  a 
little  bit  of  inspiration  — with  frost  on 
the  outside  of  the  glass.  Trudy  dropped 
me  off  at  the  gate  and  told  me  that 
she  would  wait  just  around  a bend  in 
the  road. 

I walked  up  the  path  to  the  house.  I 
pictured  a grim  looking  jury,  the  mem- 
bers of  which  were  muttering  under 
their  respective  breaths,  “Hanging’s 
too  good  for  that  man.”  I tried  to  vis- 
ualize myself  spending  my  declining 
years  behind  locked  doors  with  my 
aging  mother  bringing  me  hot  soup 
on  alternate  Tuesdays.  Not  pleasing 
thoughts,  these. 

“Will  you  tell  Mrs.  Travers  that  a 
Mr.  Clark  of  the  London  Post  wishes 
to  see  her,  my  good  man?” 

He  seemed  a bit  surprised,  but  told 


me  that  the  lady  of  the  house  was  not 
expected  back  for  about  an  hour.  I 
told  him  that  I would  wait  and  pushed 
on  in.  I quickly  spotted  the  mail  table 
and  took  a chair  near  by  and  waited 
for  the  butler  to  go  back  to  his  quar- 
ters. A man  was  tuning  the  piano  in 
the  adjoining  room  and  was  eyeing  me 
in  a way  that  I can  only  describe  as 
malicious.  He  resented  my  presence. 
Our  plans  were  working  out  so  well, 
though,  that  I almost  felt  like  giving 
the  man  a cigar  and  inviting  him  to 
bare  his  probably  smutty  heart  to  me. 
The  butler  had  left  the  room  and  all  I 
needed  was  to  have  the  piano  tuner 
turn  his  back  for  a moment.  1 could 
see  Trudy’s  letter  on  the  table,  but 
decided  to  be  a bit  cautious  about  get- 
ting it. 

Fifteen  minutes  passed  which  was 
only  broken  up  by  the  rather  unhar- 
monious  twangs  on  the  piano.  It 
seemed  to  me  that  it  was  getting  worse 
and  worse  as  time  went  on.  As  the  man 
showed  no  inclination  to  leave  the  room 
of  his  own  free  will,  I began  to  won- 
der if  I could  tempt  him  out. 

“Rather  warm  weather,  what?”  I 
volunteered. 

“Umph.” 

“I  imagine  a glass  of  ale  would  taste 
good  now.” 

“Yes,  it  sure  would,”  the  man  medi- 
tated. I saw  that  I was  working  along 
the  correct  lines. 

“I  noticed  a pub  down  the  road  a 
bit.  What  say  to  toiling  down  and  hav- 
ing a glass?”  I asked. 

"Splendid  idea,”  agreed  the  man  and. 
snatching  up  his  hat  and  coat,  followed 
me  to  the  door.  The  butler  appeared 
as  we  were  walking  out  and  I told 
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him  we’d  be  back  in  a moment. 

As  we  walked  around  the  bend  of 
the  road,  I noticed  that  Trudy’s  car 
was  not  there.  I asked  a small  boy  if 
he  had  seen  it. 

“Are  you  Mr.  Clarke,”  he  asked. 

“Yes.” 

“Well,  the  lady  in  the  car  said  that 
you’d  give  me  a shilling  if  I gave  you 
her  message,”  declared  the  bright 
smiling  youth. 

“Very  well,  my  boy,  here  you  are.” 

“But  I want  two  shillings,”  added 
the  mercenary  little  beggar.  After  a bit 
of  uncomplimentary  chit-chat  which  re- 
flected darkly  on  our  family  trees,  the 
lad  got  his  two  shillings. 

“The  lady  said  that  if  a rather 
hungry  looking  bloke  with  small  eyes 
and  large  ears  who  answered  to  the 
name  of  Clarke  — I guess  that’s  you 
all  right  sir  — came  along  that  I was 
to  tell  him  that  she  just  remembered 
an  engagement  and  had  to  get  back 
into  town  and  wouldn’t  be  able  to  go 
to  the  theatre  with  you  tonight.” 

“So  she  said  that,  did  she?” 

“Yes,  sir.” 

“Small  eyes  and  large  ears,  eh?” 

“That’s  right,  sir.” 

With  my  friend,  who  seemed  to  get 
a certain  amount  of  sadistic  pleasure 
from  maltreating  the  piano,  I pro- 
ceeded down  the  road.  I was  thinking 
harsh  thoughts  about  contemporary 
womanhood.  John  Dryden  had  put  my 
thoughts  in  a nut  shell  when  he  wrote 
those  immortal  words,  “Oh  women, 
women  — All  the  gods  have  not  such 
power  of  doing  good  as  thee  of  do- 
ing harm.”  However,  the  word  of  a 
Clarke  is  his  bond.  I had  said  that  I 
would  get  the  letter,  so  that  was  bally 
well  that. 

•After  we  had  reached  the  pub  and 
downed  a few  ales,  I told  my  glass-in- 
hand companion  that  I was  going  for 
a short  walk  after  which  I would  re- 
turn to  the  house  of  Travers.  As  luck 
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would  have  it,  he  decided  to  remain 
and  absorb  a few  more  ales.  My  plan 
had  worked.  I had  rid  myself  of  the 
piano  tuner.  I got  to  the  house  in  rec- 
ord time,  walking  in  unannounced  and 
had  just  reached  the  mail  table  when 
a door  behind  me  opened.  There  stood 
the  chap  who  I had  left  but  a moment 
ago  in  the  pub.  His  mouth  was  still 
circled  with  the  foam  of  his  last  ale. 

A few  strained  moments  followed 
during  which  time  I assured  him  that 
I had  found  it  a bit  too  warm  for  walk- 
ing and  was  in  turn  informed  that  he 
had  just  remembered  that  his  mother 
had  been  strongly  opposed  to  his  drink- 
ing. He  then  looked  behind  me,  made 
a little  gurgling  noise  and  vanished 
through  the  door  through  which  he 
had  entered. 

I turned  around  and  found  myself 
facing  a large  formidable  woman  with 
a belligerently  protruding  lower  jaw. 
She  was  the  type  woman  that  looked 
as  if  she  wouldn’t  be  able  to  stand 
the  slow  speed  of  a horse  and  would 
rather  chase  a fox  on  foot. 

My  thoughts  were  interrupted  with 
a booming,  “Your  business  sir?” 

“This  is  the  house  where  Mrs.  Trav- 
ers, as  it  were,  lives,  if  you  see  what  I 
mean?  That  is,  I mean  to  say,  I sup- 
pose you’re  Mrs.  Travers,  what?”  I 
said,  taking  hold  of  the  situation. 

“Stop  dithering,  you  boob,”  echoed 
through  the  house.  “Yes,  I am  Mrs. 
Travers.  What  do  you  want?” 

“I  am  Mr.  Clarke  from  the  London 
Post,  don’t  you  know.” 

“No,  I didn’t  know.  What  did  you 
wish  to  see  me  for?  If  you’ve  come 
about  that  mess  my  silly  ass  of  a son 
got  into  in  that  night  club,  all  I have 
to  say  to  you  is  that  you’d  jolly  well 
better  get  that  simple  looking  face  of 
yours  out  of  here  before  I . . . ” 

“Not  at  all,  not  at  all,”  I hastened  to 
assure  her  before  she  could  commit 
mayhem  upon  me.  “I  came  to  see  you 
about  your  lawn  party.” 

“Well,  that’s  different,”  she  said 
somewhat  appeased.  “Why  didn’t  you 
say  so  in  the  first  place.  I have  no  use 
for  people  that  can’t  come  straight  to 
the  point.” 

I was  invited  to  stay  for  dinner  after 
which  I spent  three  hours  listening  to 
the  list  of  guests,  the  plans  for  the 
decorations  and  all  the  details  of  Lady 
Simpson’s  lawn  party  which  it  seems 
was  quite  a flop.  When  Mrs.  Travers 
was  done  with  me,  Captain  Richie 
pounced  on  me  and  read  extracts  from 
Milton’s  “Paradise  Regained,”  “Comus” 
and  “II  Penseroso.”  As  a result,  it  was 
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a very  weary  Reggie  Clarke  that  was 
bodily  thrown  out  of  the  house  when 
the  real  reporter  from  the  London  Post 
showed  up. 

I walked  to  the  station,  only  to  find 
buying  tea  for  Trudy,  ale  for  self  and 
friend  and  paying  two  shillings  to  an 
extortionist  who  posed  as  a simple  son 
of  the  soil  had  left  me  without  a farth- 
ing. I started  ofif  slowly  on  the  road 
to  London  and  was  soon  given  a lift 
by  a large  gum  chewing  truck  driver 
who  dropped  me  off  within  five  hours 
walking  time  from  my  home.  I climbed 
into  bed  a broken  man  . . . without  the 
letter. 

I w'as  awakened  the  following  morn- 
ing by  the  telephone. 

“ ’Ullo  Reggie,  old  dear.  This  is 
Trudy.  I just  wanted  to  tell  you  how- 
sorry  I was  that  I couldn’t  wait  for 
you  yesterday.  I had  an  appointment 
with  my  dressmaker  that  I just  simply 
couldn’t  miss.  I’m  sure  you  under- 


The  Wisdom  of  Fisli-Face 

Continued  from  page  ten 

“Oh  dear,”  he  told  me.  “Oh  dear, 
dear  me  . . . the  Dean  says  I made  per- 
fect marks  in  my  placement  examina- 
tions, and  the  Dean  thinks  I have  been 
cheating.  Me  cheating!  He  as  good  as 
told  me  I had  used  unsportsmanlike 
methods.  To  my  face!  Cheating!  He 
said  a mentor  had  seen  me,  what  he 
called,  consult  a pony.” 

Right  away  I was  worried  stiff,  be- 
cause anybody  knows  that  the  one 
quick  short-cut  to  commencement 
w'ithout  a diploma  is  to  be  caught  in 
an  exam  with  a pony.  And  I kind  of 
liked  Fish-Face. 

It  turned  out  that  he  had  been  play- 
ing with  that  ornamental  slipstick  all 
through  each  of  the  placement  tests, 
including  English  and  History,  in 
which-,  same  he  of  course  had  no  bus- 
iness toting  a slipstick.  Naturally  the 
profs  had  suspected  trickery. 

But  Fishy  was  as  honest  as  a day’s 
length,  and  absolutely  amazed  about 
this  cheating  business.  He  swore  to  me 
with  bright  blue  eyes  (what  I could  see 
of  them  th rough  the  tortoise-shell)  that 
he  had  used  no  pony,  and  although  the 
Dean  was  never  quite  convinced,  he 
dropped  the  charge.  There  was  no  ac- 
tual evidence  except  those  superhuman 
exam  marks,  and  after  all,  the  super- 
man must  come  some  day.  . . . 

Fishy,  however,  was  no  superman. 
We  discovered  that  as  soon  as  Frosh 
Week  was  over  and  school  really  be- 
gan. Fishy  was  in  the  class  known  as 
just  plain  thick.  He  was  good-hearted, 


stand,  don’t  you?” 

“Yes,  I understand,”  I said,  seeing 
her  shallow  character  for  the  first  time. 
"1  didn’t  get  the  letter.” 

“Oh,  that’s  all  right.  I happened  to 
mention  the  matter  to  Bertie  and 
Wally.  Bertie  went  there  as  a piano 
tuner,  but  he  couldn’t  get  the  letter 
because  some  chap  was  sitting  next  to 
the  mail  table  all  the  time.  Wally 
posed  as  a book  salesman,  but  Bertie 
and  this  other  chap  mistook  him  for 
the  butler.  As  soon  as  they  left  the 
house  to  get  some  ale  Wally  picked  up 
the  letter  and  left.  Wasn’t  that  precious 
of  the  boys  to  go  to  all  that  trouble 
for  me?  Would  you  like  to  take  me  to 
tea  this  afternoon?  I have  ...” 

The  telephone  slipped  from  my 
trembling  hand.  I turned  over  and  fell 
asleep,  making  a mental  note  that  I 
must  apologize  to  Charlie  Upply  as 
soon  as  I had  restored  the  tissues  with 
■a  day’s  rest. 

but  he  could  hardly  keep  up  his  end  of 
a house  dinner-table  conversation,  and 
that’s  a nasty  thing  to  say  of 'any  fel- 
low. 

He’s  dumb,  but  he  cracks  down  the 
marks,  I thought  to  myself.  Some- 
thing’s fishy  about  Fish-Face,  I con- 
cluded: be  must  be  investigated,  before 
the  faculty  starts  a little  checking-up 
drive  on  its  own. 

I watched  him  study  that  night.  The 
subject  was  Military  Science,  but  he 
had  that  sliderule  out  in  front  of  him. 
He  didn’t  see  me  come  in  th:e  room, 
and  I had  a good  chance  to  get  the 
lowdown.  He  would  read  a pargraph, 
cough,  adjust  his  spectacles,  then  reach 
for  the  decorated  slipstick.  He  sort  of 
played  with  it,  you  might  say.  First  he 
would  rub  the  beads  with  his  fingers, 
as  if  he  liked  the  feel  of  them;  then  he 
would  slide  the  slippery  party  along 
carefully. 

He  messed  around  with  that  slipstick 
maybe  five  minutes  for  every  page  he 
read.  It  was  slow  going. 

“How  many  men  in  the  National 
Guard?”  I thundered. 

“Oh,  hello,  Albert!”  he  said.  “Good 
evening,  Albert.  The  National  Guard? 
Surely.  Just  let  me  have  my  Oracle, 
please.” 

“Oracle?  What  in  — Oh,  this  slide- 
rule.  Not  on  your  life.  You’ve  been 
scribbling  down  all  the  answers  on  it, 
now  haven’t  you?”  I glared  at  him, 
stern  and  Dean-like. 

“It  is  not  a sliderule.  It  is  an  Oracle. 
My  Oracle.  And  I haven’t  been  writ- 
ing anything  on  it  — though  it  has,” 
an  afterthought,  “it  has  all  the  an- 
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swers.  Yes,  I suppose  you  might  say 
it  has  all  the  answers,  in  a way.” 

Then  of  course  I made  him  tell  me 
the  whole  story. 

According  to  Fish-Face,  some  old 
Chink  had  given  him  this  thing  back 
in  the  Chinese  backwoods,  out  of  grat- 
itude to  Fishy’s  father  for  some  big 
good  turn.  It  had  taken  Fishy  years  to 
learn  how  to  use  it.  I was  a real  screwy 
sort  of  slipstick,  not  like  anything  I 
had  ever  seen,  when  I got  a close  look 
at  it;  no  wonder  the  exam  mentor  had 
got  alarmed. 

Fish-Face  said  he  thought  it  had 
something  to  do  with  thought-trans- 
ference. but  he  wasn’t  sure.  It  was 
more  like  magic.  You  had  to  sort  of 
go  into  a trance  when  you  used  it,  but 
if  you  knew  the  right  way  to  handle 
it,  and  you  really  concentrated,  it  could 
do  wonders. 

The  whole  idea  was  that  if  you  told 
it  anything,  by  thinking  at  it  and  play- 
ing with  it  the  right  way,  it  would  tell 
you  that  same  thing  back  the  same 
way  any  time  later.  But  you  had  to 
know  how. 

“This  is  a new  Oracle,”  explained 
Fish}'.  “It  is  only  three  hundred  years 
old.  said  Yun  Sing  ...  it  has  been 
filled  with  mathematics  mostly.  That’s 
why  I am  in  the  engineering  college. 
Lots  of  mathematics,  that  means  en- 
gineering. You  see,  it  has  been  in  the 
hands  of  two  great  Chinese  mathema- 
ticians, and  they  used  it  so  much  that 
it  gives  me  the  answer  of  nearly  any 
elementary'  problem  I put  to  it.  Have 
to  give  it  problems  in  steps,  of  course, 
simple  steps,  but  it  gives  me  the  an- 
swer. Yes  indeed,  it  has  the  answer. 
Now,  the  National  Guard,  you  were 
asking?” 

“Damn  the  National  Guard!”  I blurt- 
ed out.  “This  is  great!  This  is  mirac- 
ulous! You’ll  be  a world-beater.” 

The  Fishy'  eyes  looked  puzzled  again. 

“I  don’t  see  how.”  he  said.  “Not 
anything  like  that  ...  I can  only  solve 
simple  problems,  and  answer  things  I 
put  into  it.  And  the  putting-in  takes 
time,  oh  yes,  it  takes  time.” 

Straight  stuff,  every'  word.  I con- 
vinced myself  of  that  by  testing  Fishy- 
on  all  sorts  of  things. 

It  was  slow,  as  he  said,  but  it  sure 
got  results.  It  was  great.  I nearly  wept 
when  Fishy  told  me  I couldn’t  buy 
it.  It  would  take  ages  to  learn  to 
use  it.  if  ever. 

"You  have  to  be  specially  made,  to 
work  them,”  said  Fishy'.  “Psychic,  you 
know.  Kind  of  psychic.” 

The  tale  spread  around,  after  that, 
and  people  looked  upon  Fish-Face  as 
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Light  ’er  up,  and  see  how  much  better  Kay- 
tcoodie  tastes.  Gosh,  what  a difference!  No 
ordinary  pipe  comes  anywhere  near  it.  How 
comfortable  Kaywoodie  is!  Your  ordinary 
pipes  will  seem  clumsy  and  heavy  in  com- 
parison. And  is  Kaywoodie  easy  to  clean? 
Just  give  ’er  a twist  and  off  comes  the  “Syn- 
chro-Stem" — no  sticking  or  yanking.  There’s 
plenty'  of  draft,  unlike  some  other  pipes.  Yes 
sir,  it’s  Kaywoodie  you  want,  because  (1) 
Kaywoodie  briar  wood  costs  3 times  as  much 
as  ordinary  briar  (2)  Its  famous  Drinkless 
Attachment  improves  the  taste — keeps  y'our 
smoke  sweeter,  cooler  and  drier.  Four  finishes: 
Suntan,  Walnut,  Thorn  and  Dark.  Kaufmann 
Bros.  & Bondy,  Inc.,  New  York  and  London. 


Drinkless,  $3.50,  Carburetor,  $4, 

Super-Grain,  $5,  Straight  Grain,  $10 
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being  anything  from  a witch  to  an 
Einstein.  On  the  campus,  he  was  a 
thing  of  awe. 

“That’s  him!”  one  prof  would  say  to 
another,  in  hushed  whispers.  “That’s 
the  boy!  I daresay  he’s  got  that  magic 
Oracle  stick  with  him  somewhere,  too 
if  we  could  only  see  it!” 

And  they  would  stare  after  poor 
Fishy,  who  only  wanted  to  be  left 
alone. 

Astounding,  really,  the  way  that 
stick  worked.  Everybody  knew  about 
it.  It  kept  him  top  of  the  class  in  every 
subject.  Really  astounding.” 

* * 

Albert  has  finished  his  last  cigarette 
by  this  time,  and  I had  to  dig  for  my 
own  pack.  It  was  getting  late.  A couple 
sadly  shopworn  freshmen  were  limping 
out  from  the  Chem  grindery. 

“Must  have  been  astounding,  all 
right,”  I said  to  Albert.  “Why  isn’t 
Fish-Face  still  in  school,  taking  all  the 
prizes?  He  would  have  made  Univer- 
sity history.” 

Albert  shook  his  head,  downcast. 

“It  was  too  bad,”  he  said.  “Fish-Face 
should  never  have  been  an  engineer. 
After  a while  it  got  him  down,  all  those 
facts  and  figures  and  theorems  ...  I 
told  him  he  should  have  taken  my 
course,  but  he  said  the  Oracle  was  best 
in  engineering  . . . he  paid  for  it.  He 
spent  all  his  time  reading  sickly  cal- 
culus textbooks,  and  mechanics  notes, 
and  hypnotizing  them  into  the  Oracle.” 

“After  a while  he  got  to  thinking 
like  an  engineer,  poor  kid,  and  wasn’t 
psychic  any  more.  It  was  an  unsung 
tragedy.  He  couldn’t  make  the  Oracle 


behave,  thought  it  was  losing  respect 
for  him,  and  finally  decided  to  go  back 
to  China  before  he  lost  control  over  it 
altogether.  I was  sorry  to  see  him  go. 
He  said  he  might  be  back  ...  I thought 
he  had  come  back,  when  I saw  that 
frosh  going  to  the  exam.” 

“You  can  learn  Calculus  and  still  be 
psychic,”  I objected.  “Look  at  Sir 
Oliver  Lodge.” 

Albert  scowled  at  me. 

“Oh  you,  you  wouldn’t  understand,” 
he  sulked.  “You  — you  engineer,  you!” 

Disc  Data 

Continued  from  page  five 

some  Kemp,  some  Duchin,  some  Lom- 
bardo, an  accordion,  a rip  down  the 
keyboards,  and  the  kitchen  sink. 

Try  to  listen  to  Guess  Who  and 
Swing  Fever  by  the  Frankie  and  John- 
nie Orchestra  (Bluebird  B6470) ; and 
Without  a Shadow  of  a Doubt  and 
Sing,  Sing,  Sing  by  Connie  McLean’s 
Orchestra  (Bluebird  B6474).  You  may 
like  them.  We  did. 

Jerome  Kern  and  Dorothy  Fields 
have  collaborated  on  six  new  songs 
that  are  bound  to  be  hits,  if  for  no 
other  reason  than  that  they’re  in  the 
new  Fred  Astaire-Ginger  Rogers  pic- 
ture, “Swing  Time.”  Fred  Astaire  in 
the  forthcoming  Packard  Radio  Hour, 
sings  and  dances  through  each  of  the 
six  except  The  Waltz  in  Swing  Time, 
a pleasingly  different  bit  by  Green 
alone.  The  reverse  side  has  A Fine  Ro- 
mance, a comedy  number  by  Fred 
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“So  she  said  to  the  farmer,  ‘I  don't  want  any  more  of  your  Bull’.” 
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For  your  entertainment  and  re- 
creation visit  the  COLONIAL 
BOWLING  ALLEYS  ...  the 
place  where  the  annual  Fra- 
ternity Bowling  Competitions 
are  held. 
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(Brunswick  7716).  The  Way  You  Look 
To-night  falls  flat  all  the  way  round; 
but  Pick  Yourself  Up  on  the  other  side 
also  picks  the  record  up  with  some 
more  novelty,  including  tap  dancing 
(Brunswick  7717).  Best  of  the  bunch 
are  Bojangles  of  Harlem  and,  more 
particularly,  the  smooth  Never  Gonna 
Dance  (Brunswick  7718).  This  last  disc 
ought  to  go  over  even  with  those  who 
have  good  cause  to  believe  that  (1)  As 
a singer,  Astairs  is  a good  dancer;  (2) 
His  dancing  will  pack  a wallop  on 
records  when  records  have  television. 
The  millions  of  Astaire-any-time-any- 
place  fans  will  eat  up  all  three  offer- 
ings. 


Struggle  in  Steel 

Continued  from  page  eleven 

the  steel  industry;  two,  the  widecrpead 
co-operation  of  the  unionized  industries 
of  coal,  rails,  etc.,  upon  which  steel  de- 
pends; three,  sympathetic  state  and  na- 
tional governments.  The  last  factor 
above  is  important.  This  is  an  election 
year,  and  Roosevelt  needs  the  labor 
vote.  In  the  State  of  Pennsylvania 
Lieutenant  - Governor  Kennedy  has 
pledged  in  the  name  of  Governor  Earle 
that  not  only  will  labor’s  right  to  or- 
ganize peaceably  be  protected  (by  the 
state  militia,  if  necessary)  but  in  the 
event  of  a strike,  state  relief  will  be 
furnished  to  the  strikers. 

Industry  Fights  Drive 

But  it  takes  two  to  make  a fight,  and 
the  steel  industry  at  the  other  end  of 
the  stick  is  firm  and  uncompromising 
in  its  stand  against  unionization.  The 
American  Steel  and  Iron  Institute, 
mouthpiece  of  95  percent  of  the 
$5,000,000,000  steel  industry,  and  head- 
ed by  Lehigh’s  own  Eugene  Gifford 
Grace,  ’99,  who  himself  rose  from  the 
ranks  of  labor  to  become  president  of 
the  Bethlehem  Steel  Corporation,  is- 
sued a full  page  manifesto  of  defiance 
against  the  organization  drive  in  375 
newspapers  throughout  the  country. 
The  Bethlehem  Globe-Times  carried  its 
message  to  the  steel  workers  and  citi- 
zens of  Bethlehem. 

The  Institute  charged  that  the  organ- 
ization drive  would  “foment  strikes,” 
interrupt  business,  and  “endanger  the 
welfare  of  the  country.”  It  strongly 
affirmed  its  intention  of  protecting  steel 
workers  from  having  “to  pay  tribute 
for  the  right  to  work,”  and  from  “in- 
timidation, coercion,  and  violence  from 
any  source.”  It  charged  that  the  cam- 
paign was  being  conducted  by  persons 
and  groups  outside  of  the  steel  indus- 
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try.  It  affirmed  that  the  industry’s 
now-in-effect  “employee  representation 
plan”  provides  steel  workers  with  an 
efficient  instrument  of  collective  bar- 
gaining, and  pointed  to  recently  grant- 
ed vacations  with  pay,  certain  localized 
wage  increases,  and  vastly  improved 
working  conditions  as  proofs  of  its  ef- 
fectiveness. 

Labor-leader  Lewis  found  the  widely 
advertised  declaration  of  the  Institute 
to  itself  constitute  “intimidation,  coer- 
cion, and  discrimination  against  their 
employees.”  The  “employee  represen- 
tation plan”  he  labels  "a  company 
union,”  and  alleges  that  its  actions  are 
controlled  by  the  company.  He  says 
that  labor  has  made  small  progress 
through  the  medium  of  the  “plan,”  and 
ascribes  the  granting  of  vacations  with 
pay,  riot  to  the  efficacy  of  the  “plan,” 
but  to  the  iminence  of  the  C.  I.  O. 
unionization. 

And  so  the  ball  of  debate  is  thrown 
back  and  forth.  Charge,  countercharge, 
and  denial.  Meanwhile  the  drive  for 
industrial  organization  goes  foreward. 
C.I.O.  labor  says  it  makes  rapid  strides 
in  all  localities;  industry,  that  its  gains 
are  practically  nil.  The  truth  probably 
is  that  some  small  but  steady  progress 
is  being  made  — most  of  it  in  such 
centers  of  traditional  labor  struggle  as 
historic  Homestead,  little  of  it  in  such 
cities  as  Bethlehem,  where  rumour  has 
it,  the  C.  I.  O.  organizers  were  told 
to  "stay  if  it  takes  ten  years.” 


Political  Significance 

This  is  no  ordinary  organization 
drive.  It  has  national  and  even  interna- 
tional significance.  Of  far-reaching  im- 
plication is  the  reapproachment  be- 
tween the  present  Democratic  adminis- 
tration and  both  the  Lewis  and  Green 
factions  of  the  A.  F.  of  L.  Of  further 
importance  is  the  formation  by  ex-vice 
presidential  candidate  Berry,  of  Labor’s 
Non-Partisan  League,  campaigning  for 
the  re-election  of  President  Roosevelt. 
This  is  an  election  year,  labor’s  vote 
is  large,  and  Lewis  is  labor’s  big  man. 
He  is  a force  to  be  reckoned  with. 

Lewis  Looks  to  1940 

An  interesting  sidelight  on  the  or- 
ganganization  campaign  is  1940.  Astute 
observers  are  predicting  that  Lewis  has 
his  eye  on  the  white  house  in  1940,  and 
that  C.  I.  O.  organizational  success, 
the  already  politically  important  La- 
bor’s Non-Partisan  League,  the  as  yet 
un-united  Farmer-Labor  parties  of  the 
country,  a converted-into-a-labor-party 
Democratic  party,  and  the  growing  la- 
bor sympathies  of  the  American  masses 
are  calculated  in  his  mind  as  stepping 
stones  to  the  presidential  distinction. 

The  guess  bespeaks  of  wild  fantasy, 
and  Lewis  himself  denies  it,  but  no  less 
than  five  syndicated  writers  including 
Paul  Mallon,  Hugh  S.  Johnson,  and 
Mark  Sullivan  have  hinted  or  definitely 
stated  as  a probability  that  John  L. 
Lewis  will  be  a strong  labor  party  can- 
didate in  1940.  Time,  and  time  alone, 
will  tell. 
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